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FOUND WANTING. 

To know one heart that could comprehend, 
One soul that would never read yours amiss ; 

In a word, to possess a perfect friend — 
Is there any wealth that can equal this ? 

1 whirl along in the flying train, 

The clouds flit by in the windy skies ; 
The frozen river's a wide, white plain, 

Whose glare and glitter affront my eyes. 

For eyes and heart are sore with the sense 
Of parting words that were less than kind, 

From my friend so prompt to resent offense. 
When never its shadow had crossed my mind. 

When the idle speech that was answered .so 
Was only a jest that was meant for cheer, 

And to hide the feeling I would not show, 
The passionate pain, and the yearning fear. 

He ought to have known ! But that is the worst, 
That he didn't, and never will understand : 

Thisblow to-day it is not the first, 

Nor will be the last I shall have at his hand. 

I have had my dream of a friend — alas, 
That dreams like these should be false as fair ! 

But, indeed, if it ever should come to pass, 
It would leave too little to do or to bear. 

That dream fulfilled would suffice for me : 

Hope and effort, and all desire 
For the world that is, and the world to be. 

Would seem as chaff to a tongue of fire, 

If ever my heart that has starved so long 
Should find its manna, and take its fill — 

Better to suffer, perhaps, and be strong, 
To wait in patience, and miss it still. 

For what is life but a flying train, 

That bears us on to our journey's end ? 
And after its burden of loss and pain 

I may discover and win my friend ! 

— Mary E. Bradley. 



THE CROWS REQUIEM. 



My uncle Zacharias is about the most curious orig- 
inal whom I have ever met. Figure to yourself a little 
man, thick, short, plump, ruddy complexion, big- 
bellied and a flowery nose : that is the portrait of my 
uncle Zacharias. The worthy man was as bald as a 
knee. He wore habitually great round spectacles, 
and coiffed his head with a little black silk cap, 
which scarcely covered the top and the nape of it. 

This dear uncle loved to laugh ; he loved also 
stuffed turkey, pdte-de-foie-gras, and old Johannis- 
berg ; but what he preferred to everything else in the 
world, was music. Zacharias Miiller was born a mu- 
sician by the grace of God, as others are born French 
or Russians; he played on all instruments with a 
marvelous facility. You could not understand, to 
see his air of naive simplicity, how so much gayety, 
rapture, and impulse, could animate such a personage. 

Thus God made the nightingale : a gourmand, curi- 
ous, and a singer. My uncle was a nightingale. 

They invited him to all the weddings, to all the 
fetes, to all the baptisms, to all the funerals ; Master 
Zacharias, said they to him, we must have a hopser, 
a hallelujah, a requiem for such a day; and he replied 
simply : " You shall have it." Then he set himself to 
work, he whistled before his desk, he smoked some 
pipes, all the while showering a rain of notes on his 
paper, and beating time with his left foot. 

Uncle Zacharias and I lived in an old house in the 
street of the minne-singers at Tubingen ; he occupied 
the ground floor, a true bric-a-brac shop, encumbered 
with old furniture and musical instruments; I slept 
in the chamber above, and all the other rooms re- 
mained unoccupied. 

Just opposite our house, Doctor Haselnoss lived. 
In the evening, when it was night in my little cham- 
ber, and the doctor's windows were illuminated, it 
seemed to me, by looking intently, that his lamp ad- 
vanced — advanced — and finally touched my eyes. 
And, at the same time, I saw the silhouette of Hasel- 



noss moving on the wall in a curious manner, with 
his rat-shaped head coiffed with a three-cornered hat, 
his little queue hopping to right and left, his great 
coat with large skirts, and his slender person planted 
on two thin legs. I distinguished also, in the depths 
of the chamber, glass jars full of strange animals, 
glittering stones, and, in profile, the backs of his 
books, shining by their gilding and ranged in battle 
order on the shelves of a book-case. 

Doctor Haselnoss was, after my uncle Zacharias, 
the most original person of the city. His servant 
Orchel boasted of not doing his washing except once 
in six months, and I would willingly believe it, for 
the doctor's shirts were marked with yellow spots, 
which proved the quantity of linen shut up in his 
wardrobes ; but the most interesting peculiarity in 
Haselnoss's character was, that neither dog nor cat 
which crossed his threshold ever appeared again. God 
knows what he did with them. Public rumor even 
accused him of carrying a piece of fat in one of his 
hind-pockets to attract these poor beasts; so when 
he went out in the morning to go to see his patients, 
and passed before my uncle's house on a small trot, I 
could not help considering with a vague terror the 
great skirts of his coat, flying right and left. 

Such are the liveliest impressions of my childhood ; 
but what charms me the most in these far-off recol- 
lections, that which, above everything else, is re- 
traced in my mind when I dream of that dear little 
city of Tubingen, is Hans, the crow, hopping in the 
streets, pillaging the butchers' stalls, seizing all the 
papers flying about, penetrating the houses, and 
whom every one admired, pampered, called : " Hans ! " 
here — " Hans ! " there. 

Singular animal, truly ; one day he came into the 

city with his wing broken ; Doctor Haselnoss had set 

it. and every one had adopted him. One gave him 

i meat, another cheese. Hans belonged to the whole 

J city — Hans was under the protection of the public 

! faith. 

How I loved this Hans, in spite of his great strokes 
with his bill ! I can see him now hopping with his 
two feet in the snow, turning his head slightly, and 
looking at you out of the corner of his black eye, 
with a mocking air. Did anything fall from your 
pocket — a kreutzer, a key, no matter what — Hans 
seized it, and carried it up to the church roof. There 
he had established his magazine, there he concealed 
the fruits of his rapine ; for, unfortunately, Hans was 
a thieving bird. Nevertheless, Uncle Zacharias could 
not endure this Hans ; he considered the inhabitants 
of Tubingen imbeciles, for attaching themselves to 
such an animal, and this man, so calm, so gentle, 
would lose any sort of time, if by chance his eyes 
encountered the crow hovering in front of our win- 
dows. 

Now, on a beautiful evening in October, Uncle 
Zacharias appeared much gayer than usual; he had 
not seen Hans the whole day. The windows were 
open, the gay sunlight penetrated into the chamber ; 
in the distance, autumn spread its lovely russet tints, 
which were thrown out with much splendor upon the 
dark green of the pines. Uncle Zacharias, leaning 
back in his large easy chair, was tranquilly smoking 
his pipe, and I was looking at him, asking myself what 
made him smile to himself — for his good, fat face was 
beaming with an indescribable satisfaction. 

" Dear Toby," said he to me, blowing a long spiral 
of smoke up to the ceiling, " you would hardly believe 
what a sweet quiet I feel now. For many years I 
have not felt so well disposed to undertake a great 
work — a work like 'The Creation,' of Haydn's. 
Heaven seems to open before me ; I hear the angels 
and the seraphim intoning their celestial hymn ; I can 
note all their voices. O ! the lovely composition, 
Toby — the lovely composition ! If you could only 
hear the bass of the twelve apostles ! — it is magnificent 
— magnificent ! Little Raphael's soprano pierces the 
clouds, like the trumpet of the last judgment ; the 
little angels flutter their wings and laugh, and the 
saints weep in a truly harmonious manner. Hush ! 
here comes the Veni Creator ; the colossal bass ad- 
vances ; the earth is shaken ; God is going to ap- 
pear ! " 

And Master Zacharias hung his head ; he seemed 
to be listening with his whole soul ; great tears rolled 
from his eyes. "Bene/ Raphael, bene!" he mur- 
mured. But as my uncle was thus plunged in an 
ecstacy, while his face, his look, his attitude — every- 
thing in him expressed a celestial ravishment — be- 
hold Hans, who suddenly fell down on our window, 
uttering a frightful couac. I saw Uncle Zacharias 
grow pale ; he looked toward the window with a 



terrified glance — mouth open — hand extended — in 
the attitude of stupor. 

The crow was resting on the cross-piece of the win- 
dow. No ; I don't believe I ever saw a more jeering 
physiognomy: his large beak turned slightly one 
side, and his eye shining like a peafl. He gave utter- 
ance to a second ironical couac, and began to comb 
his wing with two or three strokes of his beak. 

My uncle did not breathe a word ; he was as if pet- 
rified. Hans took flight again, and Master Zacharias, 
turning to me, looked at me a few seconds. 

" Did you recognize him ? " said he to me. 

"Who, then?" 

"The devil ! " 

" The devil ! You are making fun." 

But Uncle Zacharias did not deign to reply to me, 
and fell into a profound meditation 

The night came ; the sun disappeared behind the 
pines of the Black Forest. 

From this day, Master Zacharias lost all his good 
humor. He tried first to write his great symphony 
of the " Seraphim," but not having succeeded, he 
became verj' melancholy ; he extended himself at 
length in his chair, his eyes on the ceiling, and did 
nothing but dream of the celestial harmonies. When 
I represented to him that we were at the end of our 
money, and that it would not be bad if he should write 
a waltz, a hopser, or something else, to keep us afloat, 
"A waltz! a hopser!" he cried; "what is that? 
If you spoke to me about my great symphony, all 
right ; but a waltz ! Hold, Toby ; you are losing your 
head ; you don't know what you are saying." Then 
he took a calmer tone : 

"Toby, believe me, as soon as I shall have termin- 
ated my great work, we can cross our arms and sleep 
upon our two ears. It is the alpha and the omega of 
harmony. Our reputation will be made. I should 
have finished this work long ago ; only one thing 
prevents me — it's the crow ! " 

"The crow! but, dear uncle, how can the crow 
hinder you from writing, I want to know? Isn't he 
a bird, like all others ? " 

" A bird like all others ! " murmured my uncle, in- 
dignantly; " Toby, I see it, you are conspiring with 
my enemies ! — and yet what have I not done for you ? 
Have I not brought you up as my own child ? Have 
I not replaced your father and your mother ? Have 
I not taught you to play on the clarionet? Ah! 
Toby, Toby, it is wrong ! " 

He said this in such a convinced tone, that I fin- 
ished by believing him, and in my heart I cursed this 
Hans, who troubled my uncle's inspiration. " If it 
were not for him," said I to myself, "our fortune 
would be made!" — and I began to doubt whether 
the crow was not the devil in person, as my uncle 
thought. 1 

Sometimes Uncle Zacharias tried to write ; but, 
through a curious and almost incredible fatality, 
Hans always showed himself at the best moment, or 
else his harsh cry was heard.' Then the poor man 
threw down his pen in despair; and if he had had 
any hairs, he would have torn them out by handfuls, 
his exasperation was so great. Things came to such 
a point, that Master Zacharias borrowed a gun of 
Razer the baker, an old thing, all rusty, and placed 
himself in ambush behind the door, to lie in wait for 
the cursed animal. But then Hans, as cunning as the 
devil, appeared no more ; and as soon as my uncle, 
shivering with cold, for it was in winter — as soon 
as my uncle came to warm his hands, directly Hans 
uttered his cry before the house. Master Zacharias 
would run quickly into the street — Hans had dis- 
appeared ! 

It was a real comedy, and the whole city was talk- 
ing of it. My school-mates teased me about my 
uncle, which forced me to engage in more than one 
battle on the little square. I defended him to the 
death, and I came home every evening with an eye 
black and blue, or my nose bloody. Then he looked 
at me much troubled, and would say : 

" Dear child, take courage — soon you will have no 
need to take so much trouble ! " 

And then he would begin to paint to me, most en- 
thusiastically, the great work which he meditated. 
It was really superb ; it was all arranged ; first, the 
overture of the apostles ; then the chorus of sera- 
phim in B flat; then the Veni Creator growling in 
the midst of lightnings and thunder ! " But," ad- 
ded my uncle, "the crow must die. It's the crow 
who causes all the trouble, do you see, Toby. If it 
had not been for him, my great symphony would 
have been done long- ao-o, and we would be living 



now on our income. 



